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THE ALMS SEEKING FRIAR. - After Palliere. 



are strongly and correctly brought out ; and this one bit of real- 
ism would of itself be sufficient to show that the artist had 
studied his subject in the field as well as in the studio. Nor are 
the accessory figures, forming the remainder of the picket, less 
accurately drawn, nor less properly placed, notwithstanding their 
part is a subordinate one in the picture as it would be in the 
field unless attacked. 

The landscape which forms the setting for this group is drawn 
with Mr. Davis's habitual faithfulness to nature and unconven- 
tionally. It is so thoroughly characteristic of the section of 
country where the scene is laid, that it might be considered a 
portrait, and it bears abundant evidence of being the result of 
careful study of nature. The trees and bushes preserving all 
their individuality as such, and only blending into masses as they 



do in nature ; the stream in the background already swollen by 
the falling rain, as the streams of the South do swell suddenly 
from the fierce rains which prevail there — all these are rendered 
with perfect fidelity, while the driving rain which is falling softens 
the tone of the whole picture which is a worthy memorial of 
" Marion's Men." —% A. Peters, M. D. 



WAR'S DESOLATION. 

THOSE who are prone to talk glibly of the necessity or de- 
sirability of war at various times and on various pretexts — some- 
times of the slightest — and there are more such persons in the 
world than we could wish, can certainly have very little concep- 
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Hon of what war in a country really means, or they would surely 
be less ready to subject the inhabitants of any country to it, no 
matter what or how just cause of complaint they might have 
against the government of that nation. War has been called 
the " last reason of kings ;" and perhaps with propriety enough 
if for kings we read governments ; for republics have been not 
unfrequently driven- or persuaded to resort to it. Unfortunately 
for the cause of peace it is not the rulers who suffer in time of 
war, but the people, who in most cases have had very little to 



share of the unfortunates who live at the scene of actual conflict 
within or between the lines of the opposing armies. For them, 
whether they be surrounded by friends or foes, or whether they 
be equally indifferent to either party, war has no good side. They 
must be content to see their crops destroyed, their cattle, horses, 
sheep, pigs and fowls taken, whether with or without payment 
matters little, since in either case they are stripped of the means 
of living. Moreover, they must often be prepared to encounter 
the risks of the battle-field without even the poor consolation of 




RUINS OF ROCHEFORT CASTLE. — E. Puttaert. 



do with the bringing on of the struggle, and really know or care 
very little about the causes of the quarrel, or the ultimate result, 
until the war shall have sufficiently inflamed their passions to 
make them instinctively wish and work for the success of the side 
to which they belong. Even then, there must be some great 
cause of principle or of prejudice involved to prevent men from 
becoming restive under the burden which was thrown on the 
shoulders of even those farthest from the actual seat of war, 
whether victors or vanquished. Grievous as are the burdens to 
be borne by the subjects of the belligerent governments in gene- 
ral, they are as nothing compared to those which fall to the 



having any part or interest in the struggle. They never know at 
what moment the shifting of the hostile armies may bring them 
unwittingly and unwillingly into the midst of the battle-field, to 
have their houses knocked about their ears, and themselves or 
their families driven from home and perhaps killed or wounded, 
without glory, and almost without pity from the soldiers around 
them. It is such a scene as this that Mr. Arnold has depicted in 
the striking picture of which we publish an engraving. It is evi- 
dent that the house has been " under fire," and has been pretty 
roughly battered. The family, roused by the firing, fled to seek 
a place of safety, and the precipitancy of their flight is attested 
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by the things they have dropped at the door ; the overturned 
bird cage, the book, the knife, the battered candlestick, half 
buried in the mud of the courtyard, all these are mute but suf- 
ficient witnesses of the haste which they made to get away from 
what bade fair to become a mausoleum for some or all of them. 
They were in too much hurry to remember their canine friend — 
for if they had taken the dog with them he would never have 
returned — who was undoubtedly chained in his kennel, and was 
sorely at a loss to understand why the family should all go away 
without a word to him. However, his supply of philosophy may 
have been sufficient to enable him to support that desertion with 
the reflection that he was left there to guard the premises ;~ but, 
though he might be a sufficient protection against any ordinary 
intrusion of man or beast, he is not a dog of war, and could not 
be expected to make stand against shot and shell ; and his poor 
faithful brain must have been sadly worried and puzzled at the 
strange missiles which came hurtling and shrieking past and 
around him, invisible except for the destruction wrought by 
them. One can imagine the frantic tugs at his chain ; the violent 
struggles for release made by the poor animal, until at last one 
lucky pull sets him free, and with a tremendous bound he springs 
forth, upsetting his kennel ; and, with drooping tail, he imitates 
his betters by setting off at full speed for some place where the 
atmosphere is free from such disagreeable flying things as he has 
seen here. Days have passed, the battle is over, and the poor 
brute is the first to come skulking home. Gaunt and worn, he 
ventures on the scene of his late terrors. He comes hesitatingly 
on the old familiar ground, obviously ready to retire promptly 
should unwelcome sound or harmful missile again invade these 
sacred precincts. How wistfully he gazes up the broken stair- 
case, hoping, even while the conviction that he is deserted steals 
over him, that some of the family may yet come down to wel- 
come and to succor him. 

The picture is a well-conceived and well-executed work, and 
gives a vivid and truthful representation of "War's Desolation." 
It is one of the best of the works of Mr. Arnold, who is a rising 
artist of the Berlin school of the present day. — D. I. Reade. 



THE ALMS -SEEKING FRIAR. 

THERE is, or at least there was not long ago, somewhere in 
England, a hospital which was founded and' conducted on the 
principle that no alms or grants of money should be sought by 
any one connected with it, from any mortal whomsoever, but all 
needed supplies should be prayed for in the full faith that some- 
body would be moved -to respond with what happened to be 
required for the maintenance of the hospital and the sustenance 
of the inmates. At the last accounts the founder of this some- 
what novel charity claimed that his plan. had worked well, and 
that he had neither felt nor seen any necessity for breaking 
through his rule by sending out either agents, canvassers, or 
beggars of any sort whatsoever, everything that was needed for 
the support of the institution having made its appearance when 
most urgently required. Other similar institutions have been 
established, we believe, both in this country and in England, but 
we are without accurate 'data as to their success. Most hospitals, 
almshouses, and eleemosynary establishments generally, rely for 
their existence either on bequests, grants from the state or gifts 
from the charitable ; and, as a rule, leave no stone unturned to 
secure these. This is true of all religions and all times, and per- 
haps is right and proper enough so far as concerns those institu- 
tions which minister to the needs of the sick and afflicted. There 
has always been, however, another class who equally claimed to 
be sustained by the community at large, whose title to such sup- 
port was not quite so indisputable as that of the charities we 
have named. We refer to the large numbers of devotees who, 
under the various titles of monks, nuns, friars, hermits, recluses 
and the like, have given themselves up voluntarily to lives of re- 
ligious contemplation, and religious and charitable offices, with 
more or less of asceticism and self-denial in their modes of life. 
Precisely when or where the idea was first promulgated that to 
live apart from the rest of the world, and to give up one's entire 
time to prayer and contemplation, was especially pleasing to 
deity we do not know ; but that it has existed almost from the 
beginning of time, and that it has not been confined to any one 



religion, is certain. Nor has there been much variety in the 
occupations of these recluses. Whether praying to Buddha or 
Christ they have displayed the same characteristics and in pretty 
much the same way. The words used might be different, but the 
meaning was practically the same. In India they have fakirs who 
make a great merit of living in dirt and filth ; of torturing their 
flesh, and even of standing for an indefinite number of years on 

one leg ; while in Christendom we have had — and have still 

monks and hermits whose vows forbid washing, who wear hair 
shirts, flagellate themselves with knotted cords, and otherwise 
maltreat themselves ; and we are moreover provided with an 
equivalent for the one-legged fakirs, in the person of St. Simon 
Stylites, who \frent rather beyond them, as we are told, by 
perching himself on the top of a tall pillar. 

By whatever process of reasoning it was established that such 
exercises conferred upon the person practicing them an especial 
degree of sanctity, it is certain that that idea was thoroughly im- 
pressed upon the minds of mankind in general, and that the 
natural corollary, that the physical needs of men engaged in such 
holy occupations ought to be supplied by the worldly, was ac- 
cepted with almost equal promptness and unanimity. The con- 
sequences of this state of things were the same in all countries 
and under all forms of religion. There sprung up a class, first, of 
individual hermits or recluses, who lived on their reputation — 
more or less deserved — for sanctity, and then came communities 
of monks and nuns which, in Europe during the Middle Ages, and 
even down to recent times, became a grievous tax and burden 
upon the industrious portion of the community. In many cases 
these communities were allowed by law to levy and collect cer- 
tain taxes on the inhabitants of the surrounding country ; but 
more often they lived chiefly by begging, or, what came to much 
the same thing, by exchanging religious offices for such good 
cheer as their neighbors could furnish. 

At the present day these societies are pretty thoroughly 
broken up even in those countries of Europe where they were 
most flourishing and most powerful. In Italy, indeed, where they 
were once most numerous, they have been very thoroughly eradi- 
cated by the government of Victor Emmanuel ; but many still 
remain in France and Spain ; and at certain seasons of the year 
it is not at all unusual to come upon such scenes as the one Mr. 
Palliere has depicted in the excellent picture of which we pub- 
lish an engraving. # 

The picture tells its own story with admirable clearness. One 
of the monks has been sent out with a capacious bag upon his 
backhand a donkey with two enormous panniers, in search of 
fowls and other seasonable and available supplies for the larder 
of the monastery. He has succeeded in filling all his receptacles, 
and now purposes turning his steps homeward ; but first stops to 
exchange a word with the little maiden whom he has encountered 
in the courtyard. The artist has shown much humor and a just 
appreciation of the story he desired to tell — a difficult thing for 
a young artist — in every detail of his picture. Note the retiring 
bashfulness of the young girl as the brother chucks her patron- 
izingly under the chin and asks her — the time of day, or if she is 
well ! Mark, also, the firm planning of the feet on the ground ; 
the easy pose of the figures ; the great mass of demi-tones which 
give such brilliancy to the light, and merge the shade of the 
friar's gown into the surrounding space. Though so dark, or 
rather so low in tone, it is full of light, a quality gotten only by 
careful study of nature. Jean Leon Palliere, the painter of the 
picture, is ia promising artist of Paris, though a native of Brazil, 
having been born at Rio de Janeiro, of French parents. He was 
a pupil of Picot, and has shown an aptitude for painting similar 
scenes to the one we engrave — his "Visiting the Confessional," 
at the Centennial Exposition, having attracted much attention. 
The specimen of his work which .we give is, however, a better 
sample of his style. —7- A. Miller. 



ROCHEFORT CASTLE. 

A LITTLE south and east of the centre of France lies the 
Department of Puy-de-Dome, containing an area of a little over 
three thousand square miles, and a population of about six hun- 
dred thousand people. It was formed, in part, from the ancient 
province of Auvergne, with the name of which readers of French 
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WAR'S DESOLATION. — After C. Arnold. 



fastness where they could bid defiance to their foes — all these 
things leave their marks on men. 

One of their not uncommon experiences has been seized upon 
by Mr. Davis -as the subject for the spirited drawing which we 
engrave in the present number of The Aldine. A struggle has 
evidently taken place for the possession of the pass leading, 
probably, to a ford over the stream which is seen in the back- 
ground, and that the struggle has been a severe one we have 
indubitable evidence ; but without that we should know the fact, 
for in a country of few bridges, and they easily destroyed — such 
as South Carolina was at that day, and measurably is yet — fords 
become of the first importance in military operations, and strug- 
gles for their possession which have begun as mere skirmishes 
have often developed into pitched battles of the largest propor- 
tions ; a fact which no one knows better than Mr. Davis, who 
served with gallantry during the late war, and a portion of the 



time in the region made historical by the deeds of " Marion's 
Men." Whatever the magnitude of the struggle in this instance, 
it is evidently over, and the victorious " Swamp Fox " has sent 
out a mounted vidette to guard the pass and prevent a surprise — 
a thing to which Marion was constitutionally averse. The picket 
has just arrived at its station, which is in the immediate vicinity 
of the battle ground, and the horse ridden by the leading senti- 
nel starts back in affright from the corpse of one of the slain, his 
protruding eyes, distended nostrils, neck and head stretched out 
to their greatest extent, all show the horror with which a horse 
invariably shrinks from the corpse of a single soldier upon which 
he has come suddenly, although it is a curious fact that the same 
horse will make his way among the heaps of slain on a battle 
field without a tremor. The drawing of the horse is spirited and 
expressive ; the limbs, the muscles of the neck and shoulders, 
and especially of the flank, which can almost be seen to heave, 



